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A STORY.

BV MARTHA RU8SKLE.

Cintutui
" dost thou not boliovo iu dreams

A voice of warning speaks prophetic to u* ? "

H'allt/tstein. " There is no doubt that there exist
sueh voices.

Yet I would not call tlum
Voices of warning that announce to us

ttnlv tho inevitable. As the sun,

Ere it is risen, sometimes paints its image
In the atmosphere, so often do the spirits
Ol groat events stride on before the events,
And in to-day already walks to-morrow."
Who that has ever thought, loved, and wittered.in this cross biased world, has not, sometimein his life, felt the truth of the poet's

words. Denial is easy, and no ago has been
more expert in the practice of it than this; yet
hupernaturalisin still exists, and mast. So long
as man walks " the unsteady rope of life,'' with
vision limited by sense, there will corno, from
the unfathomable abysses above and below
him, prophetic intimations, mysterious whispersstrungo sounds. like that of ' the going
in the to|w of the mulberry trees," heard by the

poet-king of Israel in the valley of Rephaim,
until fear comes upon him, and he stands awed
before the mysteries of his own being. Science
und philosophy have done much towards explainingthe phenomena of the natural and
physical world, hut they cannot gaugi spirit;
and whenever the enthusiastic theorist pauses
and turns his torch upon his own heart, he is
startled to find lurking t/iere the very shadows
which lie fancied had fled from earth before
its light.

" Hands of invisible spirits touch tho strings
Of that mysterious instrument, the soul,
And play the prelude of our fato ! "

' '.i J
1 here is one place in our neignoornouu which

always calls up, in my mind, reflections similar
to the above. It is the site of an old farmhouse,for nothing is now left of the building
but a portion of the huge chimney, including
the wide fire-places, in which the swallow and
the wren build their nests and rear their
young.

But, because we speak of ruin and decay,
our tale is not necessarily one of horror." of
ghosts and goblins damned," of " moving tapestrv,"''sliding panels," and ''haunted chainfers,"lor no such evil reputation hovers over
the spot. The old house was built in the infancyof the settlement, by Deacon Ezra G ,

whose gray tombstone is visible from the windowwhere I write, and inscribed upon it, in
piaint. old letters, stand these words: " I shall
behold the face of my forgiving God, and stand
complete in righteousness, washed in my Saviour'sblood".and was tenanted for nearly a

century by his descendants, who have all been
laid by his side in the samo glorious hope
Moreover, the cow-boy, as he passes with his
lowing herd, loves to linger there at nightfall,
to watch the sun set over the Sugar-loaf peak;
and little sun-bonneted school-girls come there
A a summer noontide, to gather the white roses
or ripe gooseberries from the straggling hushes
that still mark the site of the old garden ; and
childhood lingers not willingly where lurk the
shadows of horror or gloom. Perchance there
i- riot another person in the village, save myself,in whom the sight of the old place raises
any other feeling save that of passing regret
that the G family alio J Id become extinct
among us. and the old place go to decay.
The last of that race died in my early childhood,devising the bulk of his somewhat dilapidatedestate to the Kcclesiastical Society .No

tlie old house became a kind of caravanscrie
tor all the migratory families in that region
sometimes it would stand unoccupied for some
months, and then, perchance, some mechanic
from the neighboring factory village would
move in, and there would be new curtains up
nt the windows, and new faces at the meetinghousebut these were also birds of passage,
vanishing at the first change in the manufacturing-ky. Thus the years slipjied by, deepeningthe brown hue of the old claplioarus,and thickening the green mosses on the roof,
until, ar last, the ' Society's Committee" reei-ueda letter resecting the old house, which
suddenly in ids it an object of interest and imI'Ttan e to every one in tbe village The letter
was from a lady.a Mrs. Mary Morris.inquiringinto the condition of the farm-house,
and expressing a desire to rent it for an indefiniteperiod, if it was in a habitable condition,
as she wished to take up her abode in the
country.
Save the name, the {tost-mark.which was

that of a distant city.and the incidental reinirk that she was a distant relative of the
'» s, and had onen visited the old house,the letter contained no clew to her history or
indition flie curiosity of our gossips was at

fault. 1 urn the letter which way they would,they could make nothing more from it. The
.s hud been a patriarchal family, and

their collateral hi anches were scattered widely"ver the country therefore, while the carpenter.*. n, I ............. -1 r..
,w<;r« eugageu in repairing ine

house. the anoints of the village were quite as
zealously employed in settling the question as
to which branch of the family the expectedtenant could belong. %Aunt Sally Dean was certain that she wasthe identical lady who had s]>ent name weeks
nt the farm-house, more than twenty years beW'.and "completely bewitched all the hoys.-I cially the old minister's son. who was then
I lie lr in college, with her great dark eyesand dashing horsemanship; and DeaconMartin wile was equally positive that it wusthe flue eyed, hrown-haired girl from A orkMate who once visited old Miss Huldah Gand passed her house regularly every time themail came in or went out. with a letter in herand .lid letters having been set down aslove letters' at onco. for the good people foundit imp. *sihle to believe that any one hut a
va .-etheart could write a letter so often as once
a week. Both those good dames were veryrue., os of their opinions; and, as they hadl' uty of adherents, the dispute between them

iiii'tiiiics grew very warm, and threatened toalt out to an open quarrel but, fortunately." it reached a culminating point, a young-'"ii'deman appeared in the village, who an"id himself us the relative and agent of
* Morris, and showed the Committee letters't 111 l'*'r authori/aug him to ins|»eet the condi-

mi>- <>i<l house, and order such additions
'«ration* as he thought proper; and, into the many queries put to him. he ne'1111ii.-m that the lady was neither the black"""1kilty nor the hlu'oeyed letter-writer, hut" 1 i^lit.r id quite another branch of the

y Aim had. in her sarly girlhood, spent"ight ut the old farm-hatiHe, with her pa'moreover, that ahe wan the widow of a'"1 oth.-er, with one child, a girl of eevennAs tii her meant*, or her reasons lor,n' "/ inn, hui'Ii an out-of-the-way place.two1 f much internet with the gossijis.theyM no wiv(.r than before; for, though "thei man wan a deniable, civil-dpoken body-li to uw> Mrn. Martin's expression, "hea-w r|,w. a Htecl-trap onscch mattersAt last, the workmen left the house, and'* (iroat had scarcely got through withr attract t"i whitewash the walls and scruhI fro
" v'rH' *'ien tw" loads of furuiture arrivedI i» " Haven uniler the charge of an elderI^ mam win announced herself a* Mrs.I l IU.** I'ou^-koeper. Her unstreas wouldI ' m » lew days," she said, to such as
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called upon hor with offer* of aaMatnnce and
the most inquisitive among them were surprised
to find that all their information amounted to
this. The truth wan, that Kllis, Mrs. Morris's
woman, knew the world well, and had a quiet
way of bufiling their curiosity, without their
ever suspecting it
The advent of the Morris family in our villagewas an era in my life. I was at that time

a shy girl of fifteen, living in a world of my
own. which I peopled with all sorts of romanticheroes and heroines, for which I waschiclly
indebted to some tattered copies of "The ScottishChiefs," ' Thaddeus of Warsaw." and the
"Children of the Abbey," which I had found
in the book-cupboard of one of our neighlHtrs.
Few strangers visited our village : but such as

did, wore at once identified with my favorite
heroes. I made a Wallace of Colonel Meeks.
whom I saw once, on his way to a general musterof militia; his faithful harper walked the
earth under the form of an oldj white-haired,
half-blind tinker, who mended" my mother's
milk pans: and Lady Mar was the Doctor's
new wile, who was said to be a stern mother to
her predecessor's children. My Helens and
Ainaudas it was more difficult to identify for
I saw few whom 1 thought worthy to jiossess
all their transcendant qualities. Once or twice,
however, 1 did so. and was terribly mortified at
the result. Two somewhat showily-dressed
girls were left at our village tavern one day, by
the stage, and 1, catching a glimpse of their
flowing ringlets and rosy cheeks, endowed
them at once with all the beauty and misfor-
tunes oi my Heroines, aria continently exjiectea
that some redoubted hero, with " hair like the
raven's plumage " and "eyes like night,'' would
appear, to bear them off. But. alas! their deIliverer appeared in the shape of Farmer B ,

ofN , a short-legged, bald-headed old man.
in a straw hat, and tow-cloth trousers of that
undefinable shade known among the liouse1wives as " walnut-bark color," who greeted
them as ' Bets and Sal." and bore them home
with him to the paternal mansion.
Of course, Mrs. Morris and her davglitor

became prominent objects in this world of
mine. I watched for their coming days, and
dreamed of them nights, with a longing impa!tience, that can be known only by a child
whose life has been as secluded and uionotoInous as was mine.

" They'll be here on Saturday night!" was
the report in the village; so, on Saturday afternoon,1 stole out to a ledge of rocks w hich
overhung the roadside, from the summit of
which 1 could overlook the country for miles
around, and sat watching the winding road
until the trees and rocks began to dilate and
assume wild fantastic sha|>es in the gathering
twilight.
Farmer Gilbert passed with his ox-cart; two

or three droves of cows loitered along, stretch,ing their long necks over the fences to catch a

mouthful of tempting grass, or playfully pusli|ing at one unother with their white horns.
while their truant drivers, with bare feet, and
trousers rolled up above their knees, explored
the brook-course after fresh shoots of young
calamus. Files of gabbling geese passed, followedby little girls, who counted them over
and over, to see that none had fallen a sacrifice
to the prejudices against their race, but.no
carnage.
What wart my surprise and delight, then,

next morning, as 1 passed the old house on my
way to church, to catch a glimpse of two

strange faces at the window. I saw them hut
a second ; and yet that one glimpse was suffij
cient to rcalizo all my dreams; and long afterward,when constant intercourse had made me
familiar with their faces, I was never able to
decide which was the most beautiful.the
mother or the daughter.

Coleridge says that in " every human face
there is either a history or a prophecy, which
should have power to soften or sudden the
heart of the beholder."' Iu Mrs. Morris you
read both she was a queenly-looking woman,
over whose rare beauty hung the shadow of a

deep melancholy.
Not long since, I had the pleasure of seeing

a copy of the "Sybil," by Dominique, and was
struck by her resemblance to it, especially
when she looked upon her daughter; but there
was this difference : the Sybil's look was one of
rapt expectation: Mrs. Morris's that of hope-*
less, inevitable fate.just such a look asJephtha
might have cast upon his child, as she went
forth, with her companions, to the hills.

If the mother reminded you of ''night crownedwith stars,'-' or, better still, of a dark mountainlake, over whose motionless depths our

thoughts linger in wonder, Annie, sweet Annie
Morris, the daughter, was like the lily that
springs by its margin, all the fairer lor the
shadows: and yet, as colors laid at the roots of
bulbous plants are said to transmit their hues
to the flowers, so their shadows hud not been
without their influence on her gay, glad snirit.
and she had words of grave thoughtluiness
strange in one so young.

Mrs. Morris's quiet, reserved manners were
not calculated to render her very popular
nmonir the visitine nortion of our communitv

o ri i

They set her down as u ''queer body,"'and
"hoped there might l>e no good reason tor her
keeping such ti clone tongue ahout lier family
affaire;" hut the neighbor**, when they came
to know her, felt for her a sincere love and re-

spect. Some favors which my mother was

enabled to show tliem. as strangers, laid the
foundation of a warm friendship between our

families, and in a few monthis Annie and 1 becameinseparable companions.
As I became almost an inmate in the family,

I felt, so to speak, more and more definitely, the
strauge gloom that overhung them, and caught,
more than ever, the glance of Mrs Morris fix
ed upon her daughter, with that strange expressionof hojieless anguish, as if she foresaw
some evil against which neither pruyer nor

faith could prevail.
At first, the jest or the song would die on my

lips on these occasions: fyut as I saw this annoyedAnnie. I gradually learned to command
myself. As she never alluded to the subject, 1
did not like to question her; hut once I venturedto seek a solution of the matter from Kllis,with whom I chanced to be quite a favorite.
For a moment, a shade of displeasure clouded
her good-naturod face, and I confidently expecteda sharp reproof for my answer; but it passedoff. and she said in a thoughtful tone, as if
more in answer to Iter own thoughts than my
question.

" Sorrow ! yes, there has been sorrow enough,
and God knows when it will end!" Then seeingmy eager look, she added, "Don't trouble
your head altout other people's sorrows now,little Matteo. What is to be will he, and you
will huvc enough of your own by and by, or

you are no true woman !"
But thus much I did learn.that Annie s fatherhad entered the service in direct opjtoaitionto the wishes, even commands, of his

mother; that he had followed his professionuntil his marriage with the beautiful MaryWoodward, when he had remained at home for
some years, hound by the double tie of wife
an<l child. But. finally, the old longing for the

returned, and, taking the pluce of an old
comrade and friend who had suddenly been
disabled on board the ill-fated Hornet, made
one of that noble band of strong hands and
brave hearts whose fate is known to God alone.
Annie told me this as we sat in the' old porch
in the summer twilight, while her mother
l>aced the garden aisles with slow and thoughtfulsteps. <

" I was about ten years old at the time," she
continued, in a low tone, stealing ever and
anon a glance at her mother; "and I remember,as if it had lieen to-day. how ill mamma
was when the first rumor of the loss of the ship 1
reached us. It was u dreadful time, and they <

said she never would belike herself again but
at last she grew better, so that she knew me i
aad Kllis again.
"We were staying with papa's mother then, I

and 1 have often thought," continued my young
friend, after a pause, " that it would have been i
tatter for us all if we bad been in a different t
place, and with more cheerful j«ople. Grand- c
mamma saw no company she had suffered a c

great deal, and 1 don't know, perhaps she was
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right in believing that we were a doomed
ra.<'f> "

" Doomed ! " I whimpered, instinctively, drawingmy arm closer around' h'er neck, as if my
love could shield her from any evil; ''doomed,
Annie!"

" Ves; I seldom speak of it now, because it
troubles mamma. but there is a tradition in the
family that w ater is fatal to us, and as (|iiite a
number of the race have met their deaths by
drowning, and grandmamma herself had alreadylost two little boys that way, it was very
natural, you know, for her to believe ie old
saving.''

' Ves, but what was the cause of the tradition"

' The avarice and ambition of one of our
ancestors My father's family are of Welsh
descent, and. some generations back. (Ellis will
tell you just how many, for she has boen in
the family ever since her birth, and is a firm
believer in all these things,1') she said with a

smile,''the family consisted of a widow and
two boys. They were but half brothers, for
thu ninf 11ow i if fliii nlrlimf Lot) dim) of Liu LivfL

Edwin is said to ha\e been a weak, feeble child
from his birth: hut Hepburn, the son of the
second wife, was as strong and beautiful as a

young tiger, and quite as fierce and ungovernable.They say that Hepburn's mother was a

proud, hard-hearted woman that she never
loved poor Edwin, and after his father's death
liked him still less, because most of the propertydevolved upon him. and that Hepburn shared
in all her feelings. They flattered themselves
he would not live to he a man but he did live,
and perhaps it was owing to the very unkindnessthat drove him to spend the most of his
time in the open air, that when he was about
sixteen years old his health began to mend and
his eye to grow brighter, and his cheek ruddy
like his brother's. Not far from the house was
a rock-bound lake, upon which Edwin was

wont to spend most of his hours in his boat.
One day, Hepburn appeared on the bank with
his gun, for lie was a great hunter, and called
to his brother to come and take him across the
lake. Edwin put about at once, and taking
his brother in, they crossed to the opposite
shore together This was the last that was ever

seen of poor Edwin An old wood-cutter who w as

at work in the forest on that side of the lake
had heard a terrible cry as ofsome one in agony,
and, running to the cliffs, had seen nothing but
the boat of the poor boy half-tilled with water,
near the rock where ho must have landed his
brother.

" When Hepburn returned at nightfall, pale
and moody, and heard the old man's tale, he
grow terribly angry, and said it must have
been the cry of a bittern that the old dotard
had heard, for he had heard nothing, arid he
could not, at that time, have been many rods
distant.

" But Hepburn was seized with a dreadful
fever that night, and Btiid such dreadful things.
now raving about his brother, fancying he
stoou on tne rocus, ana poor t,awin was sireicningout his arum to him, and crying for aid
now springing up and crying vehemently, that
he did not push hint in: ho only tipped the
hoat in fun as he sprung out; and muttering
that folks who could not swim should not go
in boats.that his mother turned all the people
out of the room, and would allow no one to gc
in but herself and a favorite servant. But the
impression got abroad that Hepburn knew
more about his brother's death than he chose
to tell; and when he recovered, the people all
looked coldly upon him, and did not hesitate
to say that if Kdwin had not been the heir, be
would not have died. So, when Hepburn and
his youngest boy were drowned in that very
lake many years afterward, they looked upon
it as a judgment, and thence arose the traditionthat water is our doom.''

' And do you believe this ?" I asked.
" No at least not always. But grand

mamma believed it, and bo does Ellis. But pn
used to laugh at it, and call it an old woman')
yarn and when grandmamma counted up how
many ol our family had met their death hj
water, ho answered that they were most o

them sailors, and died when sailors ought t<
die, and as gravely pointed out how many o

her own family, who were merchants, had diet
in their beds. But since his death," sho add
cd, sadly, "I have thought more of it; ami
mamma, who was wont to laugh at it, she to<
has even come to believe it more firmly than
grandmamma did. And in consequence of
this, und some dream which she had about the
time of grandmamma's death, she left the seashore,and came here to live, for she cannot
abide tho sight of water."
"And does sho really believe that you will

be drowned ? ' I asked, with a wondering
glance to where Mrs. Morris stood, with her
great, durk eyes fixed upon the rising moon.

" I fancy so, but you need not look so grave."
she added, more gaily, "lor I don't know very
well how it can be. seeing there is no water about
here save yonder brook, which you call a river,
and that is hardly deep enough to drown a kit-
ten; unless, indeed, I should sometime have n

lover, und, fainting away at some scratch of a

needle, should he drowned in hie tears, an was

that unfortunate heroine of whom we read in
Blaekwood the other day.''
"Gerald Rivera does not strike me as one of

the weeping sort,'" I answered, with a mischievoussmile.
A deep blush, visible even by the moonlight,

witnessed the correctness of my aim, and rising
hastily, she said.
"Nonsense! come, let us go in. and Kllis will

give us some strawberries and milk, which
will be much better than these horrible old
tales

Gerald Rivers was the young gentleman who
had acted as Mrs. Morris'* agent in arranging
matters about the house He was a noble,
manly-looking fellow, a law student in the
neighboring city, and he soon made his distant
consulship a pretext for quite frequent visits at
the old farm-nouse. It was not long Isd'ore I
divined the real object o( his visits, and, pleased
that mv favorite should have such a stately
lover, busied myselt in making all sorts of 'airdrawnpictures'' of their future. Mrs Morris
was less acute. Buried in her own sorrowful
thoughts and memories, she did not seem to
notice the frequency of Gerald's visits, nor the
attachment which every day deepened between
him and Annie, until the young man s eurnest
and noble avow ill ol their love, una request Hint

she would sanction it by her approval, ojiened
her even.
He met with a firm, almost atom, refusal.

She assured him of her respect, of her love
even, but said there were insuperable objectionsto him us her daughter's husband. But
no entreaties coohl induce her to divulge these
reasons, or chango her decision ; and thev at
last desisted, for the very mentioning of the
subject seemed torture to her. and all this while
that strange, mournful hx>k darkened her face,
until it became her habitual expression.
Thus I, who had hitherto lived in a world of

dreams, found a romance acting out under my
own eyes, in which I was in some measure a

participant: for when Gerald returned to his
studies, and this dark cloud shut down over

Annie's young life, I had promised him to do
all I could to lighten it for her. and afterwards
became the bearer of more than one message,
breathing of courage, tenderness, and hope,
from him to her.for Gerald Rivers was not

one to be easily turned aside from his object.
Cheered by his words Annie struggled on

for a while; but at last she came to me one

jay, and, burying her face on my shoulder,
told me, between her sobs, that they must
4 hope no more.''
Touched by her daughter's silent misery, the

mother had at last brought herself to tell the
reason of her strange opfsMtion to Gerald. 1
ran do no better than set down the tale, as I
lieard it from the weeping girl, in the gathorngtwilight.
Referring to what she had once told mo of

,ho family history, she went on to say.
" Mamma has never been the same as she

van before that terrible illness; and alsiut that
iine, it seems, she had a dream.vision she
alls it.which she related to me. and is the
auso of all this sorrow.
" She saw me brought into the house in the
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arms of a stranger, ft corpse, my dress and hair
Htill dripping with the water in which I hud
been drowned. Two or three time* the vision
was re|»eated; but the person's face was alwaysturned front her, ho that she could not see his
features Sho has never seen it since wc came
here, until the night before Gerald told her of
our love. Then it was repeated even more
distinctly than before; for this time the face
was turned toward her, and she says,'' continuedthe terrified girl, nervously clutching
my arm. - Oh! Mat tee. site says the face was
that of Gerald Rivers! She firmly lielieves it
a warning from Heaven, and that in separatingme from Gerald, sho itf saving mo from
death!"

" Why, it's a dream, or an optical illusion ;
nothing more or less !" 1 cried

' So 1 think."' she replied, sadly: ' but it is
none the less hard that all our hojies must he
MAiTlHt'Atl tit D ilroom uKa *»or*

mamma ? "
" I can," I replied, proud of my recently

gained knowledge on these sibjects. (for 1 had
been reading Brewster's Ntgural Mage.) " I
can ; " then remeniBering the awe in which I
had always stood of Mrs. Morris. I added, "or
if I cannot, old Parson Smith can, and she
will hear to him

' Ves, if to any one; for he is the only one
who possesses much inlluence over her since
she has taken such a dislike to Gerald," said
Annie, looking up. and catching hope from my
tones rather than niv W3rds. " Poor mamma
she added, after a pause. " she thinks she acts
for the best; and were there no one but me

concerned, I would try to l>«ar it.but.Gerald.tothink his whole life should be darkenedby a dream ! "
Old Dr. Smith was not the minister of the

parish at the time of which 1 writ*', though he
had been lor more than forty years; for quite
a number of our people had become strongly
imbued with the modern notion, that wisdom
and usefulness, especially among clergymen,
are to be found only with the young, and the
old man had vacated his pulpit in favor of Mr.
Z. But I hud been brought up with all mannerof old-fashioned notions; so to him 1 went
with my troubles. He heard me in silence,
until 1 mentioned the fact of my bearing messagesfrom Gerald to Annie, when he slowly
raised his index linger, as was his custom when
about to utter words of rebuke or censure ; but
as I kept bravely on with niv story, it began
to droop, and when I ceased, he laid his hand
on my head, and commended mo for coming
to him, saying that such mutters were altogethertoo serious for such young heads as mine
mi intuitive , iiiiit iTiio. luwiiia won uiMiminrt.i

laboring under some disease, which ought to
be looked to; and, moreover, that he liked
Gerald Rivera much, and would see what could
be done.

It was tho last of October, and the next two
weeks were as rainy and drcarv as mid-autumn
weeks could be. As 1 was necessarily confined
at home, I saw nothing of Annie until, towardsthe last of tho second week when, as

the rain had ceased, she unexpectedly made
her appearance at our door, and asked if I
could accompany her to the west side of the
town, on an errand for her mother. I was soon

ready, and we took our way along a rather
» unfrequented road, fringed with wet, black,

draggled stalks of what had been late autumn
r flowers, and overhung by forest trees, whose

rusty brown leaves flapped idly down, and car1pctcd our path, sticking to our clothes and
shoes, as if anxious to wrap us in a mantle ol
decay. It was a dreary time, and our converIsation unconsciously took tho same tone. We
reached our destination, however, jterforined
our errand, and were moro than half way home,
when Annie remembered that she had failed
to leave at the house of the furraer some money
which her mother owed to a poor woman win
lived some way further on, and who expected

i to find it at Mr. Green's,
i Knowing her mother's exact business habit*
i she decided tb go back. " I am confideu
f mamma would rather 1 should do so, than dis
f ap|K)int Mrs. Mead, who doubtless needs tin
.) money, even if wo do not get home till nftei
f dark." she said, with a glance at the declinin>
1 sun.

So wc turned to retrace our steps, but had
I not gone far before she stopped and proposed
> taking a footpath through the fields, saying

that wo might have saved nearly half the disPf'tftcA if' U'n lia.i irnnn tlifit una Lnfirira* tliut

who had hern that way with Kllia once, hut did
not think of it when we went over.

I knew the path well, hilt 1 knew, alao, that
in going that way we ahould ho obliged to
croeH that mountain atreani, which Annie had
once referred to an not being deep enough to
drown a kitten. It wax, to he mire, ahallnw
enough the greater part of the year; hut at
that time it waa awollen by the heavy rain*,
and though 1 had no fear for invaelf nomehow,
the at range tale which nhe had told me of her
race haunted my imagination, and I did not
like to venture with her. 1 mentioned thin,
tint *hc replied, with a laugh, which had aometliingof the cheerful tone of old." Why, we
have crowed the old jkiIo a dozen time*, at
leant, thia Hummer. Beaidea," alio added, while
an exprewion of pain eontraeted her beautiful
mouth, ' there ia no danger, now that they
have parted inc from Gerald!"

1 made no further objectiona. hut climbed
the fence, and led the way along the narrow

puth to where a pole apunned the atreum, and
gave ncceaa to the other aide. Though the
volume of water wan much incroaned, ita depth
waa not over two feet in any place; hut the
channel wan narrower here than almve, and
the current very rapid and atrong.

" Go on ' " cried Annie, weeing me panne at
the end of the [Kile, " it will he dark l»eforo we
get home, if we do not hurry, and they will
rouae the neighborhood to look for ua!''

I croaaed with a ateudy atop, and, apringing
to the ground, turned to watch her [irogreaa.
turned juat in time to aec her waver and pitch
heudlong into the middle of the at renin. For
one aecond I atood atupefied then, with a loud
crv for help, ruahcd into tho water, hut the
strong current almost lifted ine from my feet;
and iwi I grasped an alder to nave my own life,
the body of iny pooc friend swept past, just
beyond my grasp, and onward some rods towarda place called the Deep Hole, where her
dross caught in some projecting snag, and held
her fast.

Before I could reach her, a young man. the
Hon of a farmer in the neighl>orhnod, who liap|ioncdto Ik; in the fields, heard my cry, and
cume to my aid. He plunged in. and drew the
poor girl to the shore. Without heeding my
frantic cries, as I hung over her, he pointed to
a dark bruine on her temple, and aaid, with a

face alraoet as white as her own, an he took
her in his strong arms.

" See, she muHt have struck a stone as she
fell. We are aw near her mother's house as

any, if we take the cross road; and perhaps
we had best carry her there, for what ia done
must lie done noon Von go on, Mattee, and
kinder break to 'em what's coming."

Like one who walks in nouic horrible dream,
I creased the fields until I came in night of the
old farm-houtK* where Kills st<s>d leaning over
the gate, watching for our return. Something
in iny face and manner must have warned
them of evil: lor, before I reached the gate,
Mrs. Morris nad joined her, and to the oues-

tion " Where ih Annie ' " l [minted io where,
at a turning of the rood. John Payne appeared,beuring her body.

Dead! drowned, drowned!' Raid Mr*.Morris,in a tone scarcely nhove a whiaper, yet
which, iteeenied to me. might have been heard
for mile*, ao terribly dixtinct wax every nyllable
and turning upon tuc a face which I xhall
never, never forget, bo intense and rigid with
agony was every line and feature. " ft cannot
lie ! thut in not Gerald Rivers! "

In a few moment* the physician and my
mother had arrived, and agisted by the faithfulKUis, were using every means for the resuscitationof the unfortunate girl, but in vain,
while old Dr. Smith sat by the miserable
mother, silently praying for one who never

wejA nor prayed for herself again; for, within
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four weeks, she wax an inmate of the Retreat
for the Insane in H

Gerald River* and I met over the dead body
of her we both loved ho well Together we

followed her a* chief mourner* to her grave
amid the hill*, and then with a few earnest,
broken word*, which gave me a deeper insight
into the noblenoas of his nature and the depth
of hi* love than I had ever had before, we

parted.he to leArn the great basons of life in
the busy fields of action, in the great arena of
|*ditical strife, when a ready hand, a true heart,
and an earnest soul, are so much needed, and
alas! are bo soon lost, and I to con the same
lessons amid the little nameless duties of householdlife.
Our paths lie far apart. Yet once or twice

it has been my fortune to look upon hint in
hi* high statioif; and although we speak little
of the post, I know that, amid all the trials
and temptations that have and do beset his
path, the memory of her who " passed on '

before us has been with him, like the soft,
tremulous radiance which the rising moon casts
ujs>n the waters, to give strength and hope
lor it is not until we have left the misty vanofsorrow, that we

" Can sue the helpers (led hits seat
And hew Life's rujared mountain side

Is white with many an angel tent ''

Fur thu National Era

THE CHILD.
" II itk the Kcil by thru hftirthttontB grappling» at

seieirr cost.".WutxriKR.

A child.a gentle, winning child,
Is dancing lightly round tny knee,

And laughs that 1 have faintly smiled
I'pon her artless glue.

The teeth aro every one a pearl,
Each graceful liuih acts well its part,

And Innocence, my little girl,
Dwells in thy happy heart

Smooth as the plumage of the dove.
Soft as thu eider's down, her cheek,

Where tears and dimples dourly love
To play at hide and seek.

And though thu casket wore without
l'oor mortal beauty, from this shrine

A deathless spirit Hashes out,
A breath of Lile Divine.

Thought glances through tho active brain,
Lovo beauioth through tho soft, block oyos,

Like star-rays from tho brilliant train
That gems thu midnight skius.

Hath Titno but bondugo for this Mind '

Hath Earth but thraldom for this Soul '

Hath Man but tears, those eyes to blind,
And down this cheek to roll '

Perfection hero hath placed His mark
Of fair proportion on this hand,

And though the velvet skin is dark,
Tis dark at llis command.

ti.« u.......in i.ru t..,,..

May laiI tho white intiu <s heart tu stir,
ltut llo upon tho "tiront Whito Thronu "

Will how His our to her

No unburn curl His flat sot
To flout nhovu her noblo brow,

Hut crisped, lamblike locks of jot
Before His throne may bow

For He hath numbered all her hairs,
Who number* all tho ehorubiui,

And whoso wrongs hor, llo doclaros
Hntli done that wrong to Him !

His Blood may wash her whito as snow.

His Light may turn her night to day.
| His Love within her heart may glow,

And dry hor tear* away

k For ho was pierced, and bought and sold,
t And scorned, and scourged, for her.and died

That she might walk the streets of gold,
Redeemed and sanctified

r
r When rocks and mountains fail to hido

Tho proudest of Karth's laurelled Kings,
This sister of tho Crucified
May soar on snowy wings ;

And, mingling with the whito-rohed throng,
With thrilling harp and waving palm

Forever sing flic holy surig
Of Mosos and tho Lninb

And is sho mine ' lly nil His prnyurs,
By all His tears, by all His blood,

She is hor Master's.and Ho hoars
Tho awful naino of.(lod

The ghiriou* (lod of Freedom He
Who made tho light, tho wind, tiiu wave,

So free inunt IIin own imago ho
That handeuflbd thing.a mIrvo'

Who inado the Mind to noar no high,
From nun to nun, through boundlonn bpaeo'

Who inado tho Soul with wingn to lly
I j) to ita Maker a faeo'

Oh *iod to neo Thy luinialuro
With nhaekled hand* und fettered foot'

And then with unrobed noul onduro
Thy toblt-rthat all inuat moot'

Now. though her color Hnd her birth
llavo bowed her rieclt and bent her kuoe,

An (lod'a Vicegerent bore on earth,
Shu inuat and ihould ho free;

liut oh tho bond around her nock.
Around my ntruggling noul in bound,

A huge Constrictor.who can break
lln idabp, or heal its wound '

When Monei coition, h« ooiuum to all,
Then I among tho firnt will bo.

The very firnt to hear bin call,
The firnt to nay, " He Free "

Hut now our eyes aru very dim,
Our furs aru dull, our hands aro weak

Oursouls so palsied, tongue and limh
Seein dead till he shall speak.

" And who art tbou ' to claim a rest,
On guilty Pharaoh's guilty throne ' "

A voice seems sounding through luy breast,
With drood, awakening tone1

And yet I see, on either hand,
Tho wise, the lovely, and the good,

Who do not hear this stern command
Have I misunderstood '

And who will toil with her for bread '

And clothe her form with garments fair '

And all life-comforts round her shed.
And hear her load of care ?

And who will guard, as I shall guard,
Her heart from pain, her soul from vice '

And guide hor toward the blest reward
Of holy Paradise ?

" l»7,o Jttdi the rural whtn ikcy cry '

Who ires llu ijtntrow when U fallI ' '

Away ' 'tis all a phantasy
I know not Him who calls

Hark Joyous as a sinless bird,
When early dawn hath sweetly smiled,

Again' again' My ear hath heard
Thy crowing laugh, poor child'

Tho very look that Peter felt,
When, at the thrico-rept ated crow,

His faithless heart was made to melt .
That rhok burns on me now 1

In vain.in vain.no re«t I find;
My soul Is like a troubled sea,

My light Is darkness' May the blind,
My Saviour! how to Tkoo

Now, by Thy clear, in shining Light,
Thy holy, dear, constraining love,

I feel the darkness from my sight,
Like falling scales remove

I knew my hi-srt within me burned,
1 marvelled at eaeh quickening thought.
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Yet, dear Redeemer' had not learned
f L. TL I L .
iu ftuuw xnuu as i ougni

Kabboni' now I know Thy voice.
The voice that bids, "undo the yoke '*

And though I tremble, I rejoice,
For now my rknin is broke'

Hut lo! hero come* a varied throng,
With i«|Ual right', and e<|ual plea*

Theold, thu young.the weak, the itrong.
What shnll 1 do with these '

In spirit now I seo them kneel.
My Saviour! aa I knelt to Thee,

For Freedom. Aid ine now to deal
Aa Thou hast dealt with me'

" Ho ia the freeman whom tho Truth
.Makes free, und all are slaves heaido

<io. hoary age go, glowing youth '

Froo a.« tho flowing tide

" Ho freo from every earthly chain.
No will hut Satan a now can hindNowill hut Hod's shall now restrain
Your heart, and soul, and mind

But Kgvpt's hosts press hard hohind,
Before, I hear tho Bed Sea roar

The desert way, so hard to find.
A dark cloud hangoth o'er'

Ah tne I know wot whoro to go.
I know not how.I know not when

A whisper, soft, and sweet, and low,
Breathes gently, " kneel again ' "

Again I kneel.too weak to stand.
Again tho Yoico is in mine ear,

"Thy strength is weakness My right hand
Is Power' Be still' and hear'

1'.. .illl It. .......... .. .. it... I.nih

All filled with flatno, yet not consumed'
So shall thy soul s Jeep, silent hush
He like that huih illumed'

" Ho thou as Moses I aiu Hod. I

And 1 have heard my people s groan<

Thy legal right is hut the rod i

lly which my power is shown

"The work-is Mine tho slave is Mine
The master Mine.and Mine the way.

The time is Minu this only thine,
To hear, aud to ohoy.

"Tho cloud that fills thy soul with dread,
That uloud is Mine, nnd fillod with Love,

To point the way which thou must tread,
To move i/Atn thou must move.

" Mere human will, mere human might,
Mere human wisdom, ean but mar

I am the pillared fire hy night,
I am the Morning Star

" I am Jehovah, nnd 1 lend

My people wheresoo'cr I will,
I am the Saviour, and I feed
With heat only manna still.

" I am tho Shepherd of the fl ak,
That learns to know tho Shepherd s voice;

I am for those the smitten Hook,
That tlows with heavenly joys.

" I build for theso the crystal wall,
1 hear them through tho deep dry shod

1 am to them their All in All.
Their Father, and their Hod!

" 1 Am and when iny work is done,
Tho Master with the Slave shall raise

This grateful song;.'To Thee alone,
Not unto us, thojfiraise" "

K

DEMOCRACY OF SCIENCE..H<>. 17.

BY JOSI All HOLBKOOB.

The family in ft divine institution.ft Hchool
ordained by God ; founded on the constitution
of our natures; always in operation.sometimes
for good, sometimes for evil. It is this institutionwhich originates and controls all others,
tho Church, the State, oducation. intelligence.
Government, schools, Legislatures, courts of
justice, agriculture, mechanic arts, commerce,

architecture, the lino arts, social intercourse,
morals, manners, general refinement, progress,
national reciprocations, future prosjiecta, everythinghuman.
Tho His>k of Creation is a divine volume,

prepared cxprossly for tho divine institution:
always open, everywhere; rich, beautiful, cxhaustless,studied eagerly, learnt rapidly, understoodcorrectly, used practically, constantly.
Tho pebble, the leaf, the insect, manifest divinewisdom, infinite power, boundless goodnessThe heavens, tho earth, air,' oceans,
mountains, rivers, lakes, breezes, whirlwinds,
tornadoes, earthquakes, volcanoes, dews, showers,storms, clouds, are leaves, each containing
innumerable lines, words, and letters, in the
divine volume. Kvery letter in this great Ixsik 1

affords instruction to each member of the divine
institution, rich, beautiful, practical, boundless.
The institution and the volume have tho same

author, making each divine, and each exuetly
fitted to the other. This bisik, if used as intendedby its author, inevitably calls into action
me, eye, mo niuiu. mc mum. imn^i h.li<>i>, nixie,

judgment, lofty, holy aspirations, ardor, generosity,industry, perseverance, eourngo.true
elevation and dignity of character in those for
whom it was designed.

Parent* are the teachers appointed by the
author of the institution and the volume, to instructthe one into the riches, beauties, and
uses of the other. The responsibility of these
teachers is not transferable It is so solemn so

vast, so holy, so intricate, so minutely interwoven
with their very existence, as to render a transferimpossible, and if |siHsible, sacrilegious,
treacherous, impious. Conventional schools may
aid thin divine institution, hut eau never take
its place.not in one iota lessen the ros|s>nsihilityof the teacher of divine appointment.
The responsibility of these divinely appointed

teachers is too sacred, too solemn, to lie transferred;the fulfilment of it, too delightful to he
relinquished The most solemn resisnisibility
and the highest, purest delight attached to humanity,are here so intimately and indissoluhly
united as to show their divine origin, affording
a rich and glorious disjfluy of wisdom, jiower,
goodness, infinity.
To fulfil their solemn responsibility, these

teachers of such high appointment must give
lessons from the volume eipreeely prepared for
them, and fitted alike to instruct and entertain
the pupils committed to their charge To relinquishthis divine volume for those of human
origin is impious. To displace this volume of
matchless beauty and exhaustless riches for a
fnnr tiiiiroMiif mixta incuccr doubtful itixtrtic.

r*^ * * * ~j' ./
tion, is folly added to impiety.rank infidelity
and pitiable folly eoinbiried.
The Hook of Creation is the liook ; it in the

book ofaU books.the " Older Volume of God."
On it in founded the Hook of Revelation, the
later volume of the Creator. Without the former,the latter could not exist. Kadi in a counterpartof the other, together making a completewhole.aimplo in their lessons, boundless
in thoir instruction*, illimitable in their beauties,
inexhaustible in their riches, lofty in their
Hearings, holv in their aspirations, constant
and constantly applied to tlic varied, numborleas,nameless, ceaseless wants of every member
of the divine institution, for which the older
and later volumes are provided hy the divine
and glorious Author ol Isith.

Until these two volumes, both divine, are

made the principal books of instnintion, and
parents.tnc divine|y-ap|siinted teacher*.fulfiltheir responsibility in unfolding their contentsto the institutions plaoed in their charge,
all other institutions must remain feeble and
fallible; knowledge, relfgion, Government,
wealth, power, must lie more consolidated than
diffused ; the true ' Democracy of Science " fall
short of its legitimate point, and fail of accomplishingiu high purposes for humau beings
and for humanity.

Save when you are young, to spcud when "

you are old I
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EXTRACTS FROM OUR CORRESPONDENCE I
Kilbourn, Iklawart co , fJhio, (Jet. 7. I 852.I

Then- i» a mmmmI fcrI
CAM. iii thin rtgioa The FagMN Slave Law, I
i-«^t ir as I hear un expression of opinion, in I
unanimously condemned The Baltimore Dem- I
ocratic and Whig finality resolutions are repu- I
iliiited fiy those who still intend to vote for I
fierce and Scott There is great apathy in I
the Whig and Democratic rank- and many I
who have always adhered to those parties now I
express their determination to vote lor Hai.k I
Wo confident expect Hale's vote in this town- I
ship a ill lie three times as large as that given I
to V an Boron in 1*48.one who voted for I
Taylor nays it will l>e from five to ten times as I
large: and were the people to a-*t in accord- I
iinoe with their principles, this estimate would I
probably prove correct. But the usual appli I
iDCM will he diligently employed, and no doubt I
with considerable tmmm, to ywrwit a deser- I
tion from party lines ' I
What our friend says in hi'- letter from I

which the foregoing is an extract, concerning I
reported remarks of Mr Hale, ho must not I
:redit. An editorial in our last number fully I
explains, we think, the origin of the misreprc- I
lentation..EJ Era I
Ra k< r, Immtml Penn., Utt 10 IU1.I

Heretofore this Borough has never polled a vote I
lor Liheitv, but, from present indications, I am I
encouraged to hnjsj for one dozen at least. I

Jacksonville, Indiana, Oct. 8, 1852.TheI
friends of J 1\ Hale here feel in line spirits, I
though we do ii"t aspect to poll U large vote I
yet. from the favorable accounts wo hour from
the North, we are encourugod to helieve that
the "good time is coining when our princpiesshall become the ruling principles of the
land In conversation yesterday with an intelligentDemocrat, who has served several terms
in our State Senate, he stated to mo that he
believed the Free Democratic party would eventuallybecome the ruling party, and that whichevernurty should he deteated at the comingelection, that party would mostly fall in with us.

Lenox, Ohm, Oct 4. 1852.I suggest that
the Era publish the Fugitive Law, with the
yeas and nays, and tliut all Free Democratic
papers copy. It seems to me this would be au
important document to circulate before election.If you think it not best to publish the
law in the Era, for want of room or other cause,
please give the yeas and nays, Whig and Democratic,North and South.

1 will only say there is a dispute here in regardto the number of Whig votes given for
the law, and all parties agree that the Era
shall decide. 1 do not want the above suggestionpublished, us it would he indelicate for un
obscure voter to muko suggestions Mr. (iiddingsand Mr Wade spoke in Orwell on last
Thursday The full proceedings you will receive
in duo time. Five thousand in the held!

Low.lt, Oct 11, 1852..Can you inform us
whether Scott is a Kouiau Catholic or not. and
if he is nut, please inloriu us what is his religiousfaith.

(Joneral Scott, according to a statement
made in the newspapers by tho Rev .Mr I'yne, 1
an Kpiseopul clergyman of tbis city, is a regularattendant of tbe Kpiscopal church, and not
. r..u.a:., iw- -L-- '
IV v anning. V»H regl'Ol Ullll ii Oilll'llllillU H denominationalconnection a should bo brought
into question in n Presidential contest.

Ed Era.

l'o»twript..I wish to call your attention
to tlic following scrap, which 1 copy from tho
National Jnti-Slavery Standard of October 7th.
la it true that General Scott has ever written
or apoken wo very patriotically ?

"If 1 ever, aa General Scott at the head of
the armies of the United Sutew, aa plain Mr
Scott deprived of my eoiniuifMDn, or aa PreaidentScott if it should plcawe thc« people to
elevate tue to that high poaition. it 1 ever do
anything calculated to impair tho efficiency of

(the Fugitive Slave Law, or having a tendency
to ita repeal, then write me infanioua before
my name, and kick me into the gutter. .
(itncral Scott to Mr Upton of Louruana.
We cannot aay whether General Scott ia

reported correctly or not. The truth ia, we
have generally declined to give mere hearsay
reports, or the rc|s>rts of private Hayings, of
oither General Pierce or General Scott,. Wo
prefer to judge them by their authorized expressionsof opinion, and by their acknowledgedacts.

South Pronpect, Maine, (Jet !>, 18.52 .The
work goea bravely on in this State Documents
are eagerly nought for and rend In this town,
where there have never been a dozen votea
thrown tbr liberty, from 7.5 to 100 will bo
t limu'ii (<>* tlin i»u llaiif llttl.k 1 I*" * »"»

v.....IUD. . U.^.|.-nof tin) Era I got in hero lost winter, I think
were the first Free Soil pupcrH taken in town.
The campaign paper* now subscrilied (or go
into the liund* of reading men, who will ho
certain to renew their fiabsoription*.
Cash Post Ujjice, Clearfield CO., Pennsylvania.

I culled at the poet office the let of tin* month,
a* I thought agreeable to your direction* in the
Era. itnd paid the floatage for six month* fir
the paper. 1 paid 13 cent* for each of my paper*.thepoatmuater was out, I paid it to hi*
deputy. The next week lie told me himaelf
that I paid only for one quarter, a* usual.that
when it wo* not paid at Washington, the postagewo* a* usual. For some tune past he
charged me two eent* for sending the Era to a

friend, after reading it myself, about sixty mile*
in the adjoining county lie said it was over

weight; he ha* no scale* from Washington,
but ha* some of hi* own for weighing calomel
and arsenic. Will you be so kind a* to state
n the Era whether we inu*t pay the pontage
it Washington, or if we can pay at the office
where we get the paper.
The poHtmuMter i* wrong, lie ha* been led

nto error, we perceive, by tho lirst publication
»f the 1'oatago Law in the Washington city pa-
f»orH, which omitted thin very important clause,
'or at the office where delivered." A day or two

ifterwards, thoao puperH published a corrected
opy of the Law, which declares that the pontileon iiewMpu|M;rH in half a cent u number
when paid in advance, quarterly or by the
fear, at thn otlico of puhliuation, or at the office
where the papr it delivered. The postmaster
it Gush ollice will picnic take notice of thia
fact; and should lie neglect to do ho, and act
Accordingly, ho will roceivo iiiHtructiona from
icadquarters..Ed. Era.

Providence, H. /.. Oct. 13, 1852..We have
itarted a weekly Free Soil paper, called the
Hhmle Inland free Democrat, with Hale and
lulian at its head. We arc in tine spirits hero,
md are confident id' doubling our vote of '48,
md have ho|*eH of trebling and even quadrudingthe same. The Whig and Democratic
taperH here have endeavored to get us to sleep
>y Haying nothing about us; but since our pn>crhaM come out, and wo have boguu to move,
liev are evidently (by appal* to their ranks) a

itlie concerned. We hold our State Convention,to nominate electors, the 20th of October,
lie assured that Rhode Island will do her part,
n the coming election, to rebuke tho parties
with their platforms) which assembled at Baltimore.
Freedom club* are forming ull over the State,

and by eloction day wo shall be armed, equip[>od,and ready for the war.

Fkkc Soil Paplu at Chicaoo..A new Norwaguinpaper, called the " Homier of Liberty,"
tiss been started at Chicago. It advocates the
dection of Hale and Juliau, and is said to be
mnductod with marked ability. Success to it.
rhe mam of the Norwegians we know ate w ith
is in seutunoot.


